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hold of me and demanded my name and address, which I at
once gave; and on again we went singing, when the police-
men followed, kicking me upon the legs and trying to push
me over. I then walked backwards before my band, the police
still jumping upon my feet and kicking my shins, till we ar-
rived at the hall, where the gate-keeper, keeping the rough
boys out, was pushed down the steps by these policemen, and
one of the teachers coming up at the time was served in the
same manner.

On Sunday, Dec. 24th . . . while in the open air in the
afternoon, passing " The Green Dragon," the publican came
out and blackguarded us. He then sent out half a dozen
drunken fellows, some of them six feet high, who commenced
knocking me about; and one of them, laying hold of me,
ripped my trousers nearly in two; another one knocking my hat
off and kicking it in double. Thank God my head was not
in it. . . . We are often pelted with dead cats and rats whilst
processioning in the streets. . . . On Sunday, Dec. 3ist, our
open-air services were well attended. Whilst in a back street
a butcher ran out at me, and, with clenched fist, drew his
arm back as if he would have knocked me to the ground, but,
with the assistance of his neighbours and friends, he was taken
back again, while at the same time, Bro. King received a blow
on the back of the head from a youth who was the worse for
liquor. But in the midst of all this we can <say that none of
these things move us.

But in spite of coldness and neglect on the part of the
Churches, and in spite of brutal opposition from the mob,
the Christian Mission grew in numbers and increased in
enthusiasm during those hard and difficult years of 1877
and 1878.